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"other sides'5 of roads, "other sides" of thoughts, "other sides" of
ideas, religions, labours, activities, in the whole great, dusty,
bustling panorama of life. It was the same thing, even when he
held Mary in his arms, for he liked better to hold her as if he
had caught her escaping from him, than as if she had rushed to
meet him with outstretched arms.
He pretended to be extremely interested in the small suburban
gardens on his right as he advanced hurriedly and surreptitiously
along the path. He was seized, however, with such a strong feel-
ing of being waved at and called to and summoned to stop from
the single upper window, the window of CrumrruVs bedroom,
visible between the tall bushes, that he raised one quick nervous
glance at that dark aperture. But though his fancy filled that
small space with the heads of the whole Geard family he knew in
his mind that no one was there and he hurried on, trailing the
point of his stick along the hedges, the gates, the railings, the
walls of "the other side" of Street Road. At last he came to the
little isolated dairy-shop. It stood close to the road, this little
shop, and occupied the whole ground floor of a small square
Jacobean house that made an odd contrast to the Victorian trades-
men's villas that formed its neighbourhood.
The hot sun beat down on the front of this little establishment
where the ground before the open door had been strewn with
gravel. There were two wooden benches on either side of the
entrance, and inside there were several little wooden tables. The
spot had an old-fashioned, mellow look, and yet the fact that milk
in place of beer was the beverage sold gave a peculiar character
to the whole place which it would have been hard to define.
John had discovered this innocent refuge several weeks ago and
it had grown to be a favourite retreat of his, though so far he had
not revealed its whereabouts to Mary. The blending of Jacobean
brickwork wilh warm dusty sunshine and both of these with
large, cool, white receptacles full of milk, made of Othery's
Creamery in Street Road and oasis of senuous, West-Country
peace for such as did not require the more biblical stimulant of
alcohol to bathe them in enchantment. John walked in and or-
dered a pint of milk and a couple of cheese sandwiches. These he
carried himself to a place at the back of the room, from whose